particulars 4 
Tom Corrado 


again, for you... 


Do thou stand for my father, and examine me 
upon the particulars of my life 
- William Shakespeare, Henry IV, Part I Act I, Scene 4 


Your past lives gather in a room filled with familiars ... 
You're dumbfounded .. . speechless .. . 

standing outside in knee-high grass ... 

green and metronomic ... 

An upright bass player on loan from the produce section 
of the food co-op runs changes over the retractions 
you're riffing ... prompting you to peel a dead language 
from the interim speaker of the House of Crazy 

who casts his die midstream and arrives at a reception 
where the scene unfolds with blank stares ... 

Your mother's eyes redact the script ... 


A director calls for softer thought bubbles ... 

The move trips a flushed response hurling the entire cast 
into the bowels of a banned book ... 

You want this hot early fall day to be enough 

but it is not... 

You draw a line as if the why is adrift 

in a soon-to-be-predicted snowstorm 

when incomplete sentences flurry 

and you, jacketed against the cold, 

attempt a semblance of sanity 

while talking heads feel compelled to cosplay ... 

The moment-to-moment touch and go diminishes 
especially now with crumpled scripts 

cluttering the gazebo 

where an Anthony Hopkins’ lookalike 

walks you through the proof with: 

Let X equal the cold... 

In real life, it’s not that simple... 

In real life, it takes a long time to break the ice... 


the entire ordeal offputting 

You worry tragedians ... 

You confirm the faces comprising your past selves 
which your therapist, confusingly, demurs ... 

Yet, a brisk walk awalts ... so you leave, 

quoting Woolf: 

If a writer were free, there would be no plot... 
The provocativeness of close reading triggers 

a memory that will prove your undoing... 

Still, it's a wonderful life, yes? ... 

Clouds retreat in joy to the core of a volcano 

on a remote island in a sea of forget-me-nots ... 

A sidelong glance from before glimmers ... 

You, in the moment, spend the rest of your allotment 
running lines from award-winning one-acts ... 
hoping, if nothing else, to secure a takeaway ... 
Wait, there's more... it'll come to me... 

that elusive construct that opens a dialogue 

and you're off and running 

with depositions on the hazards of following suit ... 
I know you know what I mean 

having been interrogated again and again 

about the meaning of meaning ... 

You said as much in discovery 

and now you're living in a yurt 

with midnight puppets 

editing autofictions with invisible ink... 
mirror images reflecting after-hour hookups .. . 
It's not so much the tabbing . .. but flipping out 


4 


over the admittedly loose adaptation 

of a fragmented backstory ... 

And this was elsewhere, yes? ... 

You thought you had the journey all mapped out 
dividing days into passionate melodrama or befuddlement 
napping in transit as resident fashionista ... 

Ubers and Lyfts at your beck and call... 

Upgrading short stacks from a Dance Macabre ... 
odysseyites promenading along the boulevard 

with corpses ... only to be messaged stack overflow... 
That you decided at that point to shuffle the sequence 
ballooned the palatability 

to the delight of the peanut gallery... 

You could have danced all night ... and you did... 
Rehearsing lines for detox where talk-talk is restrung 
with unwords for transposition .. . 

rearranging the furniture of the mind 

to extract the right answer 

by rewording the guestion ... 

Of course, the drama of the get-go 

with the feel of a silent movie... 

eyes darting around the corners of the roon 

as if a mouse had sped past 

slamming down chunks of cheddar 

trailed by a reconfigured tabby ... 

The cold, bleary sheets of confusion 

open the door to eventual deformity ... 

To hear the little click 

for another season of reruns is OK 
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even par for players chomping to borrow a phrase 
for when the lake freezes over 

with you dotting the horizon in yet another rewrite 
of your wild and precious life 

bought and sold by plagiarists 

shoplifting future episodes for junkyard flaneurs 
in search of thought bubbles 

floating above orphaned backstreets .. . 

Content providers provide content 

for weekend do-it-yourselfers ... 

Why did you walk off the set? ... 

The troubling aftermath of parsing the logic 

long listed drip-dried 

up and out ... into and out of the tropes 
clutching the elusive, the untranslatable ... 
chopping and framing the sum of its parts 

to evoke the essence of absence ... 

You're drowning in word soup and loving it... 
backstroking to Nothing Compares 2 U 

while down-time and emptiness haunt the backstory .. . 
Wouldn't you rather smirk the passcode 
reminiscing short stacks in the greasy spoon 
of one of your past lives 

when odysseyites stood on their heads 

and busied themselves 

assembling paraphernalia 

for your next expedition 

into a supermarket's labyrinthine aisles? ... 
A long hauler paging through the elements 
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and with that, the scene shifts 

summoning a fact-checker 

to fact-check the epigraph on tippy-toes 
when all seemed taken by the virtual bridge 
you had conjured the morning after ... 
Where were you on the night in question? 

You seem never to tire of that ... 
Approaching it as if this is it 

as if this time is it 

as if toggling the options ... 

The events in the just-released transcript 

by the just-released 

who had long been forgotten by most ... 

But that was long ago 

to say nothing of the monochromatic devotion 
of artists to their art... 

And then this happened 

with the weird-ass energy of the woebegotten 
and you bejeweled with scrimshaws 

sitting among antique scapegoats in the atelier 
blue-penciling diatribes ... 

Was there no other way? ... 

What was that anyway? ... 

The dynamics of engagement, perhaps? .. . 
The regrettable choices? ... 

The nomenclature of streaming 

that seems to have caught on 

as a contender for an individual's legacy 
revealing the contents of the steamer trunk 
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hidden in the attic 

having been asked on facebook chat what's important .. . 
Weathering love's inconsistencies 

you may want to consider the language 

of divinity schools 

where shades of gray are Wac-A-Moled into submission 
to the delight of those on the wait list ... 
Losing your place in line at a tag team lawn party 
the moment-to-noment gazes 

the moment-to-moment costumes .. . 

The iffyness ... especially the embellishments 
highlighting the timetable of your life ... 

where you are? ... and why you are?... 

The accumulation of happenstance ... scripted... 
does little to quell the offhandedness ... 

The offhanded notations of old money... 

of old and new money... 

Consulting a flowchart for next steps ... 

But is it enough? ... 

Irrevocability pins you to the mat 

to wrangle seconds... or thirds... 

as if messaging with footnotes 

a saraband by Yo-Yo Ma... 

Why bother sweating the opening bars 

with the prelude bleeding through the score 
inflicted by a little-known? ... 

You're regressing faster than the speed of sound 
to when you auditioned for intimacy's promises 

and were thrown for an infinite loop 
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by odysseyites reopening the book 

to the chapter you slammed shut ... 

A well-known misstep, yes? ... 

Nonsense lapses into feigned forgetfulness 
dumping you in the middle of nowhere ... 
second guesses segue to pastoral settings 
upstate with stemmed glass bumped 

to the edge of tomorrow as Georgian models 
infiltrate your REM sleep... 

There's a history, of course, going back to the City 
where who knows what happened .. . 


the loss temporary .. . weighing the pluses and minuses 
of your next move ... memories of tagalongs 
bloating the escape route ... conflating the statistics 


while all along, in the cards, the Shirelles 
with Number One on Billboard's Top 100 Chart for 1960: 
Will You Love Me Tomorrow? .. . 
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